The Charm

Elspeth had hated her, and cursed her ; and
she had drooped, pined and died.

The living Lady Rusco kept her plaid over
her head, but Elspeth was seized with a
sudden curiosity to know the colour of her
hair.

" Tak doon yer plaid/' she said, cc and gie
me ane o* yer hairs,"

Mariota hesitated.

" I canna mak* the chairm if ye'll no gie me
ane hair oy yer heid/* said Elspeth*

Mariota did not drop her plaid. She put her
hand up under it and drew out one long
shining hair.

Elspeth clutched it eagerly, peered at it,
laughed her jarring laugh, and snapped the
hair in two* One piece she dabbled in the pot
over the fire, the other she twisted round her
gnarled first finger*

Mariota, frightened yet fascinated, watched
her.

" Shut yer eyne," said Elspeth; " dinna
open them. The chairm is naught if yell no
do the wise wumman's biddinV*

Mariota shuddered and covered her eyes
with both her hands.

Then Elspeth in her quavering voice chanted
an incantation, the very sound of which turned
Mariota cold with terror. She could not
distinguish one word from another, but her
vivid fancy pictured demons thronging round
the witch it* hideous merriment.